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Satire shouid itke @ poilsh’d razor keen 
Wound with a toucn that’s searceiv feit or seen, —LALY MonraGcue®. 


“ Political Pascuinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. 


Thev supp v information e868 to the person and 


vabits often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found eisewnere."—CROKER'S NEW WHIG GUIDE. 
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MANNERS OF PARLIAMENT. 


_ AMip the many farces that have been got up in that arena for 
viffoonery—the British Parliament—during the past session, there | 


has been none so broadly extravagant as that called the Mree Con- 
Serence. The only thing at all free about it, was the ungentlemanly 
‘atitude of bad manners displaved by those who acted in it, which 
has caused the public to be much more free than welcome in its 


strictures upon this free and easy conference. Our caricaturist, 


Whose sagacity is only equalled by say-gash-atye, has used his 


staver with a free hand, and has made free with the conference | 
an extent that nothing but his own pencil could picture. The | 


to 


pencils of some sketches are tipped with lead, but cur artist has 
“rtainly had his Brookman and Langdon tipped with forked light- 


“ing, and he uses it less like a lead pencil than a thunderbolt.— | 


Vou V. 


The genius of an artist can never be more usefully emploved than 
in satirising that which demands severity; and the mind, as welf as 
the hand, that have designed and executed the above tab/eau 1s 
worthy (to speak narrowly) of an apotheosis. We see before us 
the embodving of the dirty dignity of the Lords, and the equally 
dirty obsequiousness of the Commons. In fact, to paraphrase the 
song, we have 


Four-and-twenty noblemen all of a row— 

There ts first the Duke of Cumberland, 

And his precious Grace of Northumberland, 

That do no good, and only lumber land: 

Then there's Lord Lyndhurst, with his artful smile, 

And be picks our pockets (damn him) all the while : 

Then theie’s Bishop I’hilipotts, who ne'er tells a single le — 

No, not a single one. and I will tell you why— 

Because the lies he tells (upon my soul its true) 

Are not single, but married, like the bugs, with large famihes too: 

‘Then there’s the Duke of Wellington, who for his country used to 
fight— 

And now he wars ayainst it, which is not) precisely the thing that’s 
right. 


Then there are four-and-twenty Commoners all of a row, 

Who look as soft as so many red herrings with soft roe: 
There’s Lord John Russell, who, when he begins to speak, 
Pours out a dish, one half bubble and other half squeak— 
Besides Mr. Spring Rice, who’s always in such a crusty taking, 
As if he’d been half nis life roasting, and the other half baking : 
Then there’s Mr. Abercromby, the Speaker, whom they so call, 
| Because, poor nood:e, he’s not allowed to speak at all— 

In addition to Mr. O'Connell, who must prevail, 

Because he’s well ducked —but ‘ thereby hangs a tale.’ 

| Then there are four-and-twenty noodles all of a row, 

And four-and-twerty speakers that are no go. 


The above verses are extremely systematic and emblematic, and 
| touch strongly upon the Free Conference humbug. This, however, 
has been so much and so ably dilated upon, that we do not think 
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it will be either profitable or proper to proceed further. The plate 
is before our readers, and we leave it to them to make up any de- 
ficiency. 


FLIGHTS OF FANCY. 





The Duke of Brunswick, the other day, took it into his ex-regal 
head that he might fancy a flight in a balloon; but this flight of 
Sancy has turned out a most unromantic incident in its conclusion. 
If the Duke thought to raise himself by going up in a balloon, he 
was what is vulgarly called quite ont—and certainly he was quite 
out when he met with his unfortunate tumble. The Duke, instead 
of having elevated himself, has somewhat lowered himself, for his 
gallantry on the occasion seems to have been very, very question- 
able. The upset was occasioned by his being in too great a hurry 
to get out, and the car, relieved of his weight, went up like wink- 
ing. We are not surprised that the balloon should rise again after 
having got rid of so tremendous a dead weight as his Serene High- 
ness. The paragraphs in the papers have been truly ludicrous 
upon this occasion Now that Mrs. Graham 1s getting well, we 
can indulge in a harmless joke upon the paragraphs and bulletins 
that the somerset has elicited. When Mrs. Graham was upset, it 
is natural enough that her husband should have been upset like- 


FIGARO IN LONDON. 


turn-out that ever was known. We think he ought to be severely taken 
up for it. In fact, he is a regular spoon—and the sooner all the world 
knows it the better. He ought to be regarded as a mark for public scorn 
to point its finger at. 
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THE FINISHED SEASON 





The season, as it is called, is now over, and all the Parliamentary fead. 
ers and followers too, have gone to rusticate. Peel has gone down to 
the Moors to shoot, which is i.atural enough, for his antipathy to Moors 
is proverbial. Lyndhurst has been looking at Blenheim—given by the 
country to the Duke of Marlborough, and we are not surprised at this, 
for Lyndhurst regards with peculiar interest any thing the people have 
had to pay for. Phillpotts has gone to Halifax, and considering the con- 
ventional connection between hell and Halifax, his destination is to us 

| easily accounted for, and perfectly satisfactory. The Duke of Brunswick 
has gone to Ayr, in Scotland, where we hope he will not make himself so 
contemptible as he has done by visiting air in England. Spring Rice, 
and a few other Whigs, have been, for the advancement of science, to 
Bristol. We think the advancement of science would be promoted more 
by such fellows as these going to Bath, instead of to Bristol. Old Eldon 
has been going to the Devil’s Peak these last sixteen years, but he has 
not yet arrived, and indeed it is now hard to say, when he will get there, 
| Some of the minor snobs have been doing a bit of rurality in the suburbs. 
Hume has gone to Hackney, in a hackney coach. Sir Andrew Agnew 


wise, and, like his wife, he was of course quite put out | has gone to All Saints, and the Imperial Parliament has gone to the 


about it. We, in common with the rest of the com- 


munity should have been greatly gratified to hear that Mrs. 
Graham is recovering ; but certainly the minutie of detail into 
which the papers have entered, is going a little further than is 
warranted by public curiosity. It was needless to have chronicled 
the first exclamation of the lady on coming to her senses; more 
particularly when ‘“‘ Crikee, Graham,” or words to that endearing 
effect, happen to have been the first natural burst of affection in 
which Mrs. Graham indulged, on recognising the worst half of 
her. It seems that Mrs. G.’s illness has not interfered with busi- 
uess, for Graham was off by the mail to Cheltenham a day or two 
ago, where he means to do a bit of wrostation. Business is cer- 
tainly business ; but if Graham can leave his wife to bailoon the 
thing by himself at Cheltenham, he must excuse us if we do not 
fee] any particular interest to know how many hugs, and how much 
affectionate blarney, she bestowed on him when she recognised him 


after her accident. 





A MAN WITH A LARGE MOUTH. 


It is well known that Sir Andrew Barnard has a devil of a mug of his 
own,—that is to say, a terrifically large mouth, which will really hold a 
quart when it is filled properly. A few days since, the King was speak- 
ing of the extraordinary good luck that attends some men. “ Yes,” said 
Earl Howe, “ for instance, there is Barnard,—egad, he was born with a 
silver spoon in his mouth.” “A silver spoon,” cried his most gracious 
Majesty, ‘* that accounts for Andrew’s large mug; though, by the bye, if 
he were born with any thing in his mouth, it must have been a silver 
soup ladle, and nota silver spoon If it had been a spoon, he must have 
swallowed it, with his capacious barn door premises.” Howe fainted 
away, and has not since been heard of. 


LT ee ae — > — 


THE SHEEPISH DUKE. 





There is no event that has lately occurred, which has placed any man 
in $O spooney a position as that in which the Duke of Brunswick stands 
for his unmanly conduct with respect to the late ballooning expedition 
with Mrs. Graham. It seems that he let himself down out of the car 
gently, and he has certainly let himself down in such a way as to make it 
impossible that he can ever get up again, 
down tremendously. The spooney Duke has shown what an inferior 
animal a royal thing ean be when he is placed ina position of any dan- 
ger. His going up in the balloon, was the most wretched and sheepish 





In truth, he has let himself 


devil. Amid other on dits, we hear, that Liston, the comedian, is residing 
in retirement on the Uxbridge Road, and though he has visited the place 
purposely not ¢o act, he has gone to Act-on. 


————— a 
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THE ROYAL ASCENT. 





It is not generally known (but we know it) that William the Fourth, 
being elated with the flaming accounts of the ballooning and eronauting 
| that has recently been going on, resolved upon having a shy at it himself, 
‘even, added he, impressively ; ‘yes, even +f I lose my stick.’ Who 
this Stick was we cannot precisely say, though we should conceive that 
the merry Andrew Barnard is the codger alluded to. ‘I'he great difficulty 
was, where to find the opportunity of going up in the balloon. He tried 
| every means in his power: he went to the proprietors of White Condut! 

Gardens, and offered to give his Royal Ascent to himself, the best Bill 
in England, from the grounds of that establishment. The proprietors 
jumped at the offer almost as high as the balloon itself; but when his 
naughty intentions got known at home, of course precautions were 10- 
stantly taken to prevent his disyracing himself by any such mountebank- 
ing. * Mount-e-banking,’ cried Billy; ‘do you think if {’d gone up,! 
should only have mounted as high as the bank.’ This infantine pun did 
not, however, gain h:s purpose for him, and he consequently posted off 
ina devil of a hurry to Captain Currie, to try and curry favour with 
| him, in the hopes of being assisted in his mad project. The Captain was 
| unable to do any thing for him, but suggested a scheme that was caught 
| at immediately by his Majesty. Captain Currie persuaded the family to 
| let him have his shy, and they hired a balloon from Graham for the put- 


j 





pose. When the King heard the balloon was to be hired, he begged it 
might not be too high, but this trivial don mot met with the contempt it 
so amply merited. However, to pass over ali intermediate puerilities, 
the balloon, like Lyndhurst’s last speech, was inflated, and the car, being 
like a Captain on active service and unlike the royal couple attached, his 
| Majesty graciously and gracefully put his foot in it. No sooner had " 
| risen above the shrubs, and taken leave of the trees, than the King begat 
to twitter, chirp, chirrup, and chaunt like an agitated blackbird. It re 
quired very little penetration to perceive that the Defender of the Faith 
was in an alarming funk ; and ina few minutes, as the ropes had no 
been cut, the people on the spot began to pull the balloon down agai. 
The King, still dreadfully alarmed, had no sooner come within two feet 
of the earth, than he threw himself from the car, and he alighted hea 
vily upon the soles and heels of his cheap Clarence boots (say 8s. 6d.) 
Though we are happy to announce that the King was not hurt, yet he has 
been so mortally frightened, that there has been the very devil to pay with 
him. He first found relief in a flood of tears, and then in a penny worth 
of toffee (the best Everton). He has not spoken since, and it i3 only by 
incoherent snatches that any thing can be gained from him respecting his 
situation. On Monday he begun to come a litile to, and looked unulleét 


thi 
he 
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s, but said nothing. On Tuesday he gave one of the most ex-; thing more than his intentions.” The idea of Lyndhurst asking for 
y winks that ever was seen; and on Wednesday he was heard | credit of any sort seems at first startling, situated (to use his own words) 
‘9 grunt, but still nothing decisive could be gathered from it. On| as he is; but when we find he only asks for credit for such a valueless ar- 
Thursday he looked up in the face of Sir Andrew Barnard, and a faint ticle as his intentions, we are, like a man killed in a duel, perfectly sa- 
chuckle was distinctly heard; and in the afternoon he partook of some | fisfied. 

sooseverry fool, his love of the fool seeming to be quite extraordinary, . 

On Friday he spoke for the first time, and ‘Oh me!’ was the only thing A Good Line 
that could be elicited from him. This, however, he repeated very fre- 
quently. At one time his attendants thought he said ‘ My Eye,’ instead 
of ‘Oh Mil’ but this weonly give asa hearsay, and do not vouch for its 
authenticity. This is all we can vet give any account of, but if any thing 
fyrther should arise, we will publish a second edition. 


able thing 
traordinar 


| The House of Lords threw out Stephenson’s line of Railway to Brighton, 
| which two committees have declared to be unexceptionable. Some peo- 
| ple are astonished at this—we are not. Stephenson's dine was in the 
line of improvement, which every one who has ever read a dine of the 
debates in the Peers, must be aware is quite out of their Lordship’s dine. 


Second Edition. 


, A Snug Independence 
The King is as well as ever: he is now playing at leap-frog. 


At a Conservative dinner in Chester, one of the toasts was, “ the In- 


dependence of the House of Lords.” We will allow the House of Lords 
TT ° 5 
to be independent—of two things at least—common sense and common 


ADDISONIANA. honesty. 
Betty Martin, oh! 





It is generally known to our readers, that one Addison, an ex-captain, Miss Martineau has returned to England from America, where she 
has taken the Queen’s Theatre for the purpose of playing his own pieces, | went to get married. She did not make a Ait, and has come back a Miss 
and that he lets no one come in free, except those who speak well of his | accordingly. 
writing. We need not say, that the free list is very limited. However, 
we will give some Addisoniana. This Captain Addison was in what is 
called the Queen’s Bays. He, however, had very little to do with the bays, 
as may be easily imagined. fe has sinee sold his commission, and even THEATRICALS. 
while he was in the regiment, he used to be called Addison the green, in 
distinction from the bays, as he was of course kept at bay. 








' , , Levy has been going on somewhat better with the Victoria,and has got 

In the case of Addison, once a captain, always a captain, must be true ; up a piece, called ‘ Rattlin the Reefer,’ which promises to be attractive. 
for no earthly possibility could ever make him a Major, or raise | Jt i, by the author of « My Poll and My Partner Joe,’ but the authorship 
bim one step above his quondam captaincy of the thing is a very minor part of it. The getting-up is good, and the 
performance is not bad; while Archer, as the Tiger of the Sea, strikes a 
wholesome terror into the hearts and souls of the shilling visitants. The 
Archer Boy takes a good aim at the gods, and hits his mark. We per- 
ceive that a burlesque on ‘the Jewess’ is advertised at this house, and 


Addison, we are told, occasionally hints that the Spectator Addison is | We hope it may prove successful. 

one of his ancestors, by some collateral obliguity. If this be the fact, it 

is worthy of remark, that the relative of the great Spectator should not At the Surrey, the Real Arabs are drawing crowds, and the Arabian 
be enabled to gain spectators to his pieces. When the pieces, or one of | Desert seems to be a good desert and a good dinner for all of them.-— 
them, may have been seen, the fact ceases to be astonishing. ‘Paul Clifford,’ as played by Collins, is a padding in the extreme, but he 
has shot up in his own opinion at least five hundred per cent. since he 
has been singin, at this establishment. Miss Byfeld is a singer of some 
promise and some performance. The business, as the phrase 1s, continues 
to be good. 


We believe Addison gives out that he is distantly related to the fa- 
mily of the great Addison. This may be possible: the donkey is, in 
some remote degree, of the same genus as the race-horse, 





ON «A WITTY SCENT: 





We have had a complaint from Mrs. Cornwall Biron Wilson, of the 


The wags have been very busy on the subject of the late balloon ac- | W@Mt of gallantry displayed by Capt. Addison in his mismanagement of 
cident, but Tom Duncombe has said the best thing we have heard upon | the doghole, called, treasonably enough, the Queen’s Theatre. It seems 
the subject. His remark, on hearing of the upset towards the centre of that the lady had notice of her name being on the free-list, but, on cal!- 
gravity, was as follows: —‘ [ don't wonder at it being called the centre of | 9% and presenting herself at the doors, it was intimated to her that she 
gravity, for such a tumble is enough to make any man look grate ; but, | Could not be admitted. Mrs. C. B. Wilson flared up in a mild and lady- 
egad, I can’t tell what they mean by calling it the centre of aiivaiitnn | ane manner, and remonstrated with Addison in a note on pink note paper. 

Ome it would have been the centre of any thing but attraction. Then The cidevant Captain sent word back that he never admitted those who 
00, to call it thecentre. I’ma dissenter from that, unless, and perhaps threw cold water upon his establishment. Now, we think co/d water is 
itmay be so, his Highness fell upon his ex-regal nose.’ Our exclama- | the only thing that will ever overflow his house, and the New River Com- 
lion, on hearing this, was, ‘ Bravo, Tommy’—an exclamation that a | P4°Y would perhaps be the best thing in the world to dimp his theatrical 


stateful country will, we think, most certainly echo. ardour. We pity Addison extremely, and are anxiously expecting the 
total break down of the establishment. The only manner in which we 

ee CSé[ Can possibly account for his having a theatre at all, is by presuming, 
that, as the dog days are now on, Addison has a right to have his day. 

BREVITIES | However, he will soon cool upon it, when the weather sets in rather cooler 


than it is at present. His own pieces are enough to damn any theatre un- 
—— | der any management, but under the Captain’s especially bad conduct the 
; | upset must be speedy. 
Making Free: 


The Lords complain that at the second free conference the remarks of _ Bunn is at Vienna; Osbaldiston is at Sadler’s Wells; Yates is at 


0 be : } 
me of the Commoners were much more free than welcome. | Brighton, playing for his own amusement to houses literally empty ; 
| Madame Vestris is at Calais, and preparations are making for the opening 
A Creditable Arrangement of all the Minors. We shall say nothing till we see something. 
Lord , 
things sredhuret has become modest ; and the other night, among Other| Those few theatres that are open appear to he flourishing, though 
ao served, that ‘* in the present day, and peculiarly situated as | there is not much activity displayed just now at any of them. Morris 


as, . oi sapere? | 
»e could not ventnre to ask to have credit given him for any | 1s sticking to old farces, and his abortion of a ballet, which abortion, as 
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it confessedly is, has cost him tothe tune of some tlousands. 
: considerably so. Morris seems to have been seized with a sort of li- 
beral fit to thrust his hand into his pocket, but very little more, for, in 
taking it out of his pocket, he has pulled out halfpence instead of the 
sterling gold. He has, in fact, done the thing shabbily; and, conse- 
quently, he had better not have done it at all. It is u'terly useless to 
send on a few hobbling duck-legged mongrels, who 
than the bears at a country wake, and who are of no more service 
pasteboard puppets. ‘Ion’ has been a source of some, 
considerable, attraction; ard his stale worn-out operas have been very 
properly regarded as a drug in the dramatic market, and dispensed with 


accordingly. We should imagine that the season must be very fast ap- 


proaching its termination, and we suspect all parties will be gainers when | 


it does terminate. 


The English Opera House pays its expenses, and very little more.-— 


The appearance of Wilson and Miss Shineff has given a sort of Impetus | 


to the thir Y, asa silver spoon may give an impe tus to a basin of W ater- 
gruel—such gruel, and weak gruel too, a3 the regular company, never 
was served up toah nae urved valetudinarian. However, the people at 
this house are getting their salaries ; so that it may be truly said there 
has been this season no lack of novelty. Miss Shirreff is at home in 
the part of Clari, and Wilson's guod- humoured Incapacity for the part 
of Jocoso is completely atoned for by bis reputable singing in the cha- 
yacter. The‘ Bottle Imp’ seems to be as much relished as Botth Imp- 
erial Double X, though, from its complicated machinery and properties, 
it is double X-pense, in comparison with the general run of stock pieces. 
Mac lan, as the Imp, is, to pursue the porter simile, wel/ wp in_ the bot- 
tle, and, we believe, it has drawn some good half-prices. We hear that 
‘ House-Koom’ is by Peake ; we can ouly say, that if it be, he has, on 
this occasion, proved himself not so pointed as the Peas of Der! rbyshire. 


The Strand Theatre continues to be well attended ; 


received with considerable applause throughout, and we hope that Jer- 
rold’s pippins (Mrs. Jerrold, we understand, on the same evening, pre- 
sented him with a seventh) may, on this occasion, 
ones. To him and his industrious partner, Hammond, we can only say, 
in the acute and searching words of a great unknown, Go it, my pipnins. 
Hammond has, in one season, made himself a general favourite, He isa 
sterling actor, and well deserves the success he has experienced. 


The Queen's Theatre is going to the dogs, and there cannot be a better 
men to help it on towards that point than Captain Addison. He is the 
very person, of all others, to send a theatre thither. Mrs. Waylett is re- 
engaged. Her ballad-singing is the only thing worth hearing at the Tot- 
tenham Court Road dog-hole. 


A: Sadlers’ Wells, Osbaldiston is slaughtering the legitimate drama in 
the most wholesale way, and the mangled carcase of Macbeth has been 
exhibited in such a way as to prov e, that Oz. is the very hest of cut- 
throats. Mrs. West has been doing Hlamlet—we do not mean Hamlet, 
tne jeweller, for he is not to be done so easily. She has, however, vic- 
timised our friend Shakspeare’s Hamlet shamefully. These exhibitions 
are truly disgusting, and can Only end in defeat and degradation. Oz is 
said to be about to start for the continent, to avoid fines, and this is cer- 
tainly a fine way of avoiding them. 


Waite Conpuit Garpens —This favourite retreat, after the fatigues 
of business, has been decidedly looking up this summer, and we are glad 
of it, for the spirited proprietors deserve all the encouragement the pub- 
lic can give them for ‘he many novelties presented. 


slack or tight rope is equally at home, and isa tra mp card ; then there 


is an excellent concert, Consisting of instrumental and vocil music, and | 


comprising many names of eminence in the singing world; then we 
have on the stage a series of farces represented, and often with such 

‘atness as might put higher professors to the blush. Before conenensg. 
we beg to notify to the public that on Thursday next, Sept. 
1s advertised for the ladies and gentlemen composing the ae and 
vocal corps, when we understand the grandest gala of the season wil) be 
given ; 
night 


Printed and Published (for theProprietor) by W STRANGE, 21, 


- | 
[t is al 
moit considerable failure. and the halfand halfishness of the thing makes 


can dance no more | 
than | 
though not of 


and on Monday | 
we had a new burletta, by Jerrold, called the Perils of Pippins. It was | 


prove to be & lden | 


Blackmore on the} 


, a beneht | 


therefore we advise all the world to be there on that eventful | 
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IMPORTANT TO THE LOVERS OF SONG. 


PUBLISHED, 


JUST 
Nos.1 to 4, price One Penny cach: published also in Parts, containins 
Four Numbers, price 4d. : 
T li E NATIONA L MELOD I 8ST 
AND CONCERT GUIDE 
EDITED BY MR. J. BRUTON 
NO. 1 CONTAINS A BEAOTIFUL PORTRAIT AND 


ACKNOWLEDGED LIKENESS OF 
MR. T. D. RICE. 
The celebrated Aimerican Comedian and Vocalist of the Surrey 
atre, as singing the popular Song of 


‘JI CROW!” 


Which Song; as kindly furnished by Mr. Rice frum his Ms. 
American Copy, and the Encore Verses, which are Copy. 
right, are given in the first two Numbers 

Engraving 


Every succeeding Number will present a splendid Coinic 
descriptive of the first song, by an 
ARTIST OF CELEBRITY. 
(> Part | is now ready, price 4d. 
5 will contain a Splendid Portrait of Mr. Howell (the celebrated 

Comic Singer) as singing one of his most popular Songs. 

The Pr prietors of THE NATIONAL MKLODIST beg to inform 
the Public that they have engaged first-rate talent for every depart. 
ment of the Work, and confic ently assert that it will surpass every one 
hitherto = at the same charge. 

It appears regularly every week, and contains all the newest and 
| best ‘sat caleba produced at the Theatres, Vauxhall, White Conduit, 
Grecian Saloon, &c. &c.—together with many Originals, Written ex- 
pressly by Authors of eminence. 

It is stitched in a neat Wrapper; the last page of which  con- 
tains Notices of the most respectable Concert-rooms. of London, pitiy 
Remarks, Critiques on Singers, &c, Kc. 

Communications will receive every attention, aid must be addressed 
Paternoster Row. 


lhe. 


No 


| to the Editor, at No. 21, 





Now ready, price only Twopence, 

} IGARO COMIC ALMANAC K for 
| with Humorous Engravings by the late R. Seymour. 
VTEHXALES OF THE SEA; or, 

Fires, and other Disasters of the Ocean = In 
One Penny, each embellished witha beautiful engraving, 
Parts, price 4d. 44 Nos. and 1] Parts are now ready. 


1837, 


interesting Narratives of Shipwrecks, 
Weekly Numbers, 
aud in Monthis 


Now ready, Nos. 1 & 2, price 2d, each, with 28 Caricatures by the late R. Seymour 
EYMOUR’S COMIC SCRAP-SHUEET, 
printed ona large sheet of fine paper, hot-pressed, with descriptive 


Pde mes, 
*,* Country Booksellers should send their Orders immediately. 


ALES OF ALL NATIONS; or, Popular Legends and Romances, 

Publishing in Weekly Numbers, ‘price One Penny each. and in Monthiv 
Pat's, price Fourpence, with beautiful Engravings, and hot-pressed. Parts 
1 to 7 are now ready. 
(ee PRINTERS’ POCKET-BOOK AND MANUAL= 

Third Edition, corrected and enlarged.—Price 2s, 6d. 

THE MOVEMENT! 
This day is published, price One Penny, 
| FANT TO THE YOUNG MEN OF GREAT BRITAIN, 
the PROGRESS OF POLITICAL OPINION. 

By Roberts Hammersley, Esq. 
| ‘© God has given us a country of which to be proud, and that freedom, 
:2 
| 
| 


greatness, and renown, which were handed down to us by our wise and brave 
forefathers, bid us p erish to the last man, rather than suffer the land of the! 


graves to become a land of slavery, impoteuce, and dishonour.’ »_Cobbett 5 
Advice to Young Men. 

London:—W. STRANGE, No. 21, Paternoster Row; Sold 
| Wekelin, late Cleave, 1, Shoe-lane, Fleet Street; 21, ‘st: ynecutter street, Farringdoa-s- 
| No 126, Strand; Purkess, Compton Street, Soho; Clements, Pulteney-*treet; 7. 

Manchester, Cooper, Birmingham; Mrs. Mann, Leeds; Heywood, Manchester. J 


Trougal? 


| Smith, 24, Scotland Place, Liverpool; H. Robiason, 11, Brunswick-place, 


| Glasgow ; and all Booksellers. 
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